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must have snapped. As he dropped his necktie on our bureau, I
heard myself tell him to make up his mind between Florence and
me that very minute. I'd had all I could take, I said. Why didn't
he go to Florence and leave me in peace? Immediately Paul
launched into his old story of wanting and needing us both. His
words, as usual, made no sense to me. He begged me to reconsider.
Just let him think it over until morning. I shook my head.
He looked at the door, looked at me. He went in the children's
room and turned on the light and looked at them. He came back in
the bedroom and put on his necktie again. He knotted it, carefully.
Then he got out his bags and started to pack his clothes. His fa-
vorite shirt was in the dryer, and I offered to iron it for him. His
eyes got kind of bright, and he said not to bother.
I didn't cry. I felt exhausted, numb, as though I'd run a million
miles and then come in at the tail end of the race. It didn't seem to
matter that my husband was leaving me and our children for an-
other woman, that my marriage was breaking up before my eyes. I
sat down in the boudoir chair Paul gave me last Christmas—he
gave Florence a chair just like it—and I fell asleep while he was
still packing.
When I woke in the morning his bags were unpacked, and his
clothes were hanging in the closet again. He had wrapped a blanket
around me, but he was gone from the house. I can't tell you how
many times Paul has packed his bags, announcing he intends to
leave. Every two or three weeks he decides he can't live another
minute without Florence, but then he changes his mind and un-
packs,
It still seems incredible to me that a man like Paul, generous and
kind and considerate in so many ways, could treat a wife as I have
been treated. When we got married, Paul was like a god to me. I
was a dumb little country girl holding my first job in a big city and
was scared to death of men and of sex. Paul was so gentle we soon
solved the sex part of our marriage. Or so I once believed. I once
believed he loved me.
Now I realize nothing about me ever did suit him. From our

